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This second visit passed more cheerfully than the
first. The fresh mountain wind had blown away
the mists of ceremony, there was no interpreter
between us, and we had a common interest on
which to exchange our opinions. That is the
secret of agreeable conversation. It is not origin-
ality which charms ; even wit ceases in the end to
provoke a smile. The true pleasure is to recount
your own doings to your fellow-man, and if by a
lucky chance you find that he has been doing pre-
cisely the same thing, and is therefore able to
listen and reply with understanding, no further
bond is needed for perfect friendship. Unfor-
tunately, this tie was lacking between us and
the monkey, who was also in villeggiatura by the
banks of the Lar, and in consequence we got no
further forward with him than before. Our
presence seemed, indeed, to exasperate him more
than ever. He spent the time of our visit making
spiteful dashes at us, in the vain hope that the gods
might in the end reward his perseverance and
lengthen his chain sufficiently to allow him to bite
us but once before we left.
But the gods have eternity in their hand, and we
must hasten, for our time is short; long ere the
monkey's prayer was answered we had risen and
taken leave of the three ladies. We left them
gazing after us from behind their canvas walls.
Their prisoned existence seemed to us a poor
mockery of life as we cantered homewards up the
damp valley, the mountain air sending a cheerful